THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER

'Bye and bye
Bye and bye

Ah'm going to lay down (hie) ma heavy load.*

As I looked into his eyes, I saw that he was blind.
I helped him to cross the street. It was a perfect
example of the blind leading the blind.

It was not till I had been to Harlem many times
that I realized how fundamentally different it is from
anything else in New York. There is nothing dra-
matic about one's entry into Harlem. There is no
sudden change from white to black. There are no
gloomy portals to be assaulted, no passwords to be
uttered in dark dialects. And yet, after that three-
mile drive from the city to its suburb, one suddenly
realizes, with a start of alarm, that here is another
world - a world in which one is a stranger.
One late afternoon, in November, I set out, as
though I were laying a ghost, to diagnose that start
of alarm. I felt that daylight would prove an explana-
tion to the mystery. After all, my previous expedi-
tions had always been by night. It had been merely a
question of jumping into a taxi at one end of the city
and jumping out again at the other. One could not
possibly expect to make any detailed record of the
transition by such methods. So I went on foot, and
before the night had fallen.
Here I was, in the centre of Harlem. And again,
in the still daylight, there was stealing over me the
strange feeling - which I had regarded as a distilla-
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